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aspiration. Unknown to Father, Swami Kebalananda
was an exalted disciple of Lahiri Mahasaya, The peer-
less guru had possessed thousands of disciples, silently
drawn to him by the irresistibility of his divine magnetism.
I learned later that Lahiri Mahasaya had often charac-
terized Kebalananda as rishi or illumined sage.
Luxuriant curls framed my tutor's handsome face. His
dark eyes were guileless, with the transparency of a
child's. All the movements of his slight body were
marked by a restful deliberation. Ever gentle and loving,
he was firmly established in the infinite consciousness.
Many of our happy hours together were spent in deep
Kriya meditation.
Kebalananda was a noted authority on the ancient,
shastras or sacred books: his erudition had earned him
the title of "Shastri Mahasaya," by which he was usually
addressed. But my progress in Sanskrit scholarship was
unnoteworthy. I sought every opportunity to forsake
prosaic grammar and to talk of yoga and Lahiri Maha-
saya. My tutor obliged me one day by telling me some-
thing of his own life with the master.
"Rarely fortunate, I was able to remain near Lahiri
Mahasaya for ten years. His Benares home was my
nightly goal of pilgrimage. The guru was always present
in a small front parlour on the first floor. As he sat in
lotus posture on a backless wooden seat, his disciples
garlanded him in a semicircle. His eyes sparkled and
danced with the joy of the Divine. They were ever half
closed, peering through the inner telescopic orb into a
sphere of eternal bliss. He seldom spoke at length.
Occasionally his gaze would focus on a student in need
of help; healing words poured then like an avalanche of
light.
"An .indescribable peace blossomed within me at the
master's glance. I was permeated with his fragrance, as
though from a lotus of infinity. To be with him, even
without exchanging a word for days, was experience that
changed my entire being. If any invisible barrier rose in
the path of my concentration, I would meditate at the
guru's feet. There the most tenuous states came easily
within my grasp. Such perceptions eluded me in the
presence^ of lesser teachers. The master was a living